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Now God Be Thanked
ow God be thanked Who has matched us with His hour,
And canght our youth, and wakened us from sleeping. . .
Huperi Sroo'ke^ died on Si George9s Day9 1915
I Ham a Rendezvous With Death
I HAVE a rendezvous with Death
At some disputed barricade.
When Spring comes round with rustling shade
And apple blossoms fill the air,
I have a rendezvous with Death
When Spring brings back blue days and fair.
It may be he shall take my hand
And lead me into his dark land
And close my eyes and quench my breath;
It may be I shall pass him still.
I have a rendezvous with Death
On some scarred slope of battered hill,
When Spring comes round again this year
And the first meadow flowers appear.
God knows twere better to be deep
Pillowed in silk and scented down,
Where love throbs out in blissful sleep,
Pulse nigh to pulse,, and breath to breath^
Where hushed awakenings are dear.
But I've a rendezvous with Death
At midnight in some flaming town,
When Spring trips north again this year,
And I to ray pledged word am true,
I shall not fail that rendezvous.      Alan Seeger
To His Daughter Betty, the Gift of God
IN wiser days, my darling rosebud, blown
To beauty proud as was your mother's prime,
In that desired, delayed, incredible time,
You'll ask why I abandoned you, my own,
And the dear heart that was your baby throne.
To dice with death.    And oh ! they'll give you rhyme
And reason :  some will call the thing sublime,
And some decry it in a knowing tone.
So here, while the mad guns curse overhead,
And tired men sigh with mud for couch and floor,
Blnow that we fools, now with the foolish dead,
Died not for Flag, nor King* nor Emperor,
But for a dream, born in a herdsman's shed,
And for the secret Scripture of the poor.    Tom Kettle